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at the outset, the lowest price they could take, while
it never happened with a Christian shopman in Crete
that I was treated with frankness or moderation.
The next time I went back to Oandia, Arapi was
dead.

Returning to Canea, my archaeological mission
being abortive, I was told by the Christian secretary
of the pasha that the difficulty had been that I had
not offered to give to His Excellency the coins that
might be found in the excavations, and that if I did
this I might hope for a firman. As it was not in
my power to give what, by the agreement arrived at
with the proprietor of the soil, had been definitely
disposed of, half to him and the other half to the
museums of the island, and as the troubles had
begun, there was nothing more to be done, and I
made a flying trip to some parts of the island which
I had not seen. Of this, the passage through the
valley of Enneochoria (the nine villages) will remain
in my memory as the most delightful pastoral land-
scape I have ever seen, and the ideal of Greek pasto-
ral poetry. A beautiful brook, to the perennial flow
of whose waters the abundant water-cresses testified,
which is a very rare thing in an JEgean scene, me-
andered amongst mingled sycamores and olives, and
gave freshness to glades where the sheep fed under
the keepership of the antique-mannered shepherd
lads and lasses; and in the opening of the bordering
trees we saw the far-off and arid mountains, rugged
and picturesque peaks. The Cretan summer for
three or four months is rainless, and a valley where